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OUR CONTEMPORARIES 

ONE ON US 

All Poetry poets (and editors as well) will please take 
notice! The following letter appeared September 20th in 
the columns of our watchful St. Louis contemporary: 

THE CLICHE 

Editor of Reedy's Mirror: 

I write to you in considerable bewilderment, having heretofore 
been assured that Poetry, of Chicago, was the foe of the threadbare 
phrase, the archaic adjective. Yet in a single copy (the August 
issue) I find these specimens of virginal imagination: Red dawn, 
last charge, wee head, iveary bran, love-light, fragrant hay, young 
green, vagrant vnnd, rustling grass, dank odor, tossing spray, fading 
light, fleeting feet, red blood, lonely nights, deathless ire, meadows 
•wide, slow refrain, fair daughter and gallant courage/ 
Add to those the "fresh young" Broadway turns: 
Largess, paven, crass, perchance, frore, and rathe, and you may 
possibly sympathize with such bepuzzlement as exists on my side of 
the Sierras. George Sterling 

PRAISE FROM SIR HUBERT 

Wonder of wonders — we are discovered by that exclusive 

English aristocrat, the London Saturday Review! The 

following excerpts are from an editorial on Some Essentials 

in Modern American Poetry, by W. Bryher, in the issue of 

August 31st: 

Inspiration here is a dull and lifeless thing. America is produc- 
ing book after book of fresh and exultant vision, young as any 
Elizabethan, just as definitely original. The restless future is a 
willing captive in its hands. While we, in England, praise our 
immaturities, blind to outside loveliness, experiment with them is 
at point to pass into achievement. Vividness, vitality and concen- 
tration, beauty and originality of expression — if these are the essen- 
tials of modern poetry, and I believe they are, look for them in the 
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